GONE

Where's the Queen of Sheba?

Where King Solomon?

Gone with Blue Boy -who looks after the sheep.

Gone and gone and gone.

Lovely is the sunshine;

Lovely is the wheat;

Lovely the wind from out of the clouds

Having its way with it.

Rise up, Old Green-Stalks !
Delve deep, Old Corn !
But wheress the Queen of Sheba?
Where King Solomon ?

THE SONG OF SHADOWS

Sweep thy faint strings, Musician,

With thy long lean hand;
Downward the starry tapers bum,

Sinks soft the waning sand:

O            *

The old hound whimpers couched In sleep,

The embers smoulder low;
Across the walls the shadows
Come, and go.

Sweep softly thy strings, Musician,
The minutes mount to hours;

Frost on the windless casement weaves
A labyrinth of flowers;

Ghosts linger in the darkening air,
Hearken at the open door;

Music hath called them, dreaming,
Home once more.
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